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Kiss 


Author's Notes: 
Too long by half to be a drabble but a short vignette that may turn into a series of scenes part of my 
attempt to fulfill my own request. Nothing planned here, just submitting sketches as they should appear. 


"He bit me! Did you see that the motherfucker bit mel?" Lou shrieked storming through the factory. "What 
kind of psychopath does that? | swear if this Shit gets Infected!" 


John batted his eyes innocently as if he had no idea what Lou was raving on about this time and picked up his 
viola idly plucking. Andy frowned staring up through his sunglasses. "Well | don't know what you want me to do 
about it, that really sounds like a personal problem." 


Lou waved his arms about hysterically. "You're supposed to be our manager- MANAGE HMI!" 


Andy merely clicked his tongue, busy with "more important things". "Oh come over here and let me see that. 


Now that doesn't look so bad, you're being a little dramatic Lewis." 


"Don't fucking call me Lewis | hate that name." 


"Yes.. It's why | used it, now you boys go play somewhere else, Daddy has fifty more of these screens to pull 
and you're really making it hard for Gerard to concentrate with all this shouting.’ 


Sterling shot John a dirty look, to which he lit up smiling wickedly. "I don't wanna hear what you morons were 


fighting about this time." 


"Boy stuff" Moe shrugged. 


Couch 


Author's Notes: 
expect nothing and you will never be disappointed! 


When Sterling entered the Factory early that morning (why so early?) John was already there, a crumpled 
form balled up on the couch like some laundry someone forgot to put away. "Landlord changed the locks on m' 


apartment last night," he muttered back to him. 
"Your apartment has locks on the door?" 


John sat up begrudgingly, expression weary from some mix of drug, drink, poor sleep, and resentment. He ran a 
long fingered hand along the tatty embroidery- torn up by sam the cat's picking no doubt, though which Sam 
it really didn't matter. it was all the same cat, moving very quickly. "Ych. | swore I'd never fall asleep again on 


this disgusting thing. God knows how many people have fucked on it. Cigarette holes, beer, piss, vomit" 


"Can you check my back for bug bites? Or track marks." He gingerly pulled his balding jumper up exposing the 
smooth soft skin underneath, vulnerable like a snail pulled from its shell. Sterling didn't comment but obliged, 


testing the valleys of bone and flesh. 
"No, | think you're safe." 


"Oh good," John exhaled, finding the half drank bottle from last night and continuing where he left off. "That's 
the last thing | need, freeloaders.. You can buy a lot with a pint of blood" Though why on earth they let 
speedfreaks like him and Lou sell the rotten stuff in the first place was gross negligence on the banks part. 
The empty rolled under the sofa, clinking up against another to be forgotten. 


"But not enough to pay the rent." Sterling stated, perturbed. 


John scoffed. "Blood from a turnip." 


[3 Most Beautiful Women 


Moe distantly watched the girls primp and preen with a feigned disinterest. "Oh yes Mr. Warhol Im ready for 
my close-up!" Jeez Louise some of these wannabes were unbelievable. There was always people coming in and 
out, drawn to the Factory like moths, waiting to bathe themselves in the warmth of the camera eye. Prowling 
around like hungry dogs for the promised fifteen minutes of fame. Still, too cool for school, she felt a little left 
out of their vapid giggling and gossip about celebrities while they crowded a mirror applying makeup. 


Oh they were beautiful, all of the girls (which sometimes included Lou (ditto) and John (what with his long 
glossy hair and ‘| can't believe its not Maybelline! lashes and aristocratic elegance- which Moe knew now to be 
patently false; he was more or less the equivalent of a hillbilly who'd managed to escape his small mining town 
to be penniless in New York instead). The guys in the band were like brothers to her. Even if she'd maybe 


fantasized once or twice about Gerard, who was good-looking and definitely straight despite all odds. 


Nico on the other hand, was really gorgeous, all the guys wanted her. Which included her so called brothers 
hmph! Was she jealous? She told herself she wasn't. She didn't need that sort of thing, but there were 
moments, where she'd look over at her, off in her own world so far away from everyone else. And want. Life 


was always so easy for the beautiful people.. 


She had the privilege to take it for granted, to protest and self-sabotage when she wanted to be seen as 
something more than just a pretty face or a sexy body. What did that mean for other people who weren't so 
blessed? Not even a face. "Well, youre one of the guys," one of them had said, putting an arm around her 
shoulders. And that got a small smile from her, when you were a guy, you could be anything. 


Nico must have noticed her furrowed expression, intently lost in thought and interjected flippantly. "Oh Mau- 


reen, you know you'd be so much prettier if you smiled." 


Moe broke from her internal monologue abruptly snapping back, "-You'd be so much prettier if you shut the 
fuck up!" 


Heat 


Author's Notes: 
lve had a few tidbits of scenes in my notes here and there, not sure how far I'll get into anything over- 


arching but well, given the nature of things of course | have something in mind. 


Extra guests in this fic include (but are not limited to) other EPI cohorts and hangers on such as: BDSM 
fetishists Mary Woronov and Gerard Malanga, Andy Warhol (in spirit, always there in spirit) 


"Hippies..." 
"Hippies." 
"Hippies" 
"Motherfucking hippies!" Mary ground her cigarette under her boot in distaste. 


"California is truly hell on earth." 


The group was busy wilting in the oppressive Los Angeles sun, long black clothes plastered to their skinny 
bodies. Staring contemptuous at the longhairs giggling vacuously along the pool's edge. Save for Gerard, who 


was off fucking someone. Traitor. 


Here they were suffering at the hands of some sick twist of fate, idling their thumbs since the untimely 
closing of the proverbial devil's workshop they'd schlepped their bolshy asses all the way across the country 
to play at. It was like the entire universe was orchestrating some grand scheme to make absolutely sure the 
Velvets stayed far far far underground and where the Plastic Exploding Implausible languished in cruel 
anonymity (read: unemployment), the faithless in their midst had wasted no time in sleeping with the enemy. 


This kind of behavior was to be expected from Gerard, and Nico (read: the good-looking ones), but when John, 
who'd gone on at length of his admirable distaste for the shallow peace-n-love floozies they're made a 
manifesto of alienating, took up with a particularly insistent groupie well, it was nothing short of utter and 


complete betrayal. Evidently he'd left whatever little morals he had back in New York, that slut! 


Moe sympathized with Lou's anguish while Sterling simply blessed the lot of them up and down, looking for the 
next flight out of this shit hole city before he had to hear ‘Monday Monday’ one more time and his rapidly 
putrifying thinkmeats poured out his ear. He tossed down his dogeared copy of Hamlet to the cracked 
pavement ringing the over-chlorinated pool and stood up having had a bellyfull of his bandmate's bellyaching 


for one failed tour, "I gotta go I've got an exam tomorrow." 


"What!?" Lou balked jerking his head up so fast his sunglasses fell from his face right into the drink, the dark 
bags under his wide eyes exaggerating his disbelief. "You can't just- leave us? We got a residency fer another 


fuckin’ week!" 


"Had." Sterling corrected stiffly. "And | don't want to spend another minute listening to you bitch about how 
everybody's a backstabber and doesn't give a shit about the group, and you're the only person here who 


knows anything about real music" 


He tossed the paperback at his head, missing by a country mile, there'd be no making the varsity team this 


season. "So now you're gonna slink off like the others and prove my point, yeah shows how much you care." 


"| can care about other things. I'll take a plane back if the club ever reopens or our ‘manager’ ever gets us a 
gig. l'Il take a plane back as long as he's paying." Sterling picked the book up tucking it under an arm. "Why do 


you care if | leave, I'm not the one you're mad at anyways." 


Lou fumed but while usually passive, once the other man had made his mind up about anything there was no 
pushing him from it and arguing about it further would only guarantee this trip would be a one way. He 
blustered unconvincingly trying to get the last word in, face red either from sunburn or embarrassment or 


rage or most likely, all of the above. "I'm not mad at anyone!" 


Sterling raised his brows pointedly. "So full of artless jealousy is guilt, it spills itself in fearing to be split:" 


Since 


Author's Notes: 


By circumstances fed 

Which divide attention 

Among the living and the dead, 

Under the blooms of the blossoming sun, 
The gaze which is a tower towers 

Day and night, hour by hour, 

Critical of all and of one, 

Dissatisfied with every flower 

With all that's been done or undone, 
Converting every feature 

Into its own and unknown nature; 

So, once in the drugstore, 

Amid all the poppy, salve and ointment, 
| suddenly saw, estranged there, 
Beyond all disappointment, 

My own face in the mirror. 


- Delmore Schwartz 


had this one sitting in my drafts since january, somehow expecting to find more of it but didn't til i put what i 
had down. guess that's the benefit of short form writing. sometimes it's better to leave it as is. 


"Jeez Lou you look like you've seen a ghost!" Moe stared as he stormed in bringing the bad weather with him. 


He was jumpy normally but his face was pale and eyes wide in a way that didn't look like speed or whatever 
else he may have been on regardless. "I might as well have." He brushed her aside, shakily lighting a cigarette, 
struggling with the lighter several times swearing before getting it. 


She approached him despite the body language warding anyone who tried to undestand him away. The leather 
jacket beaded with rain spattered onto the concrete floor, mapping his neuroses as he paced. While he was just 
as likely to blow her off in some spiky bluster, pulling his shoulders tighter around himself, he'd be more likely 
to trust her than anyone. There wasn't that need to be on the offense, at least not as much with the others. 
There had to be somebody sane enough to talk to in this place, as sane as you could be keeping this kind of 
company. You made of it what you could. "What happened? | thought you said you were going to visit your old 
professor, did somebody jump you on the way back?" 


Lou was always going on about ‘Professor Delmore Schwartz, my hero’, he'd practically modeled himself after 
him in college or at least his writing. He had hung the moon the sun and stars and Lou summarily 
restructured his entire universe to his design. There were no other rockstars of his youth who could do more 


than pale in comparison. For in him he'd found a kindred spirit, and an answer. 


He held Delmore with a respect reserved for no other, and as he lit another cigarette cursing the one which 
bit his careless fingers and tumbling to the floor, he frantically sought to preserve it. "I don't know | don't 
know. He changed," his voice came in a childlike patter, "Gotten all weird. | was goin’ up to visit him an' he just 


attacked me. Thought | was a CIA spy tryin’ to kill him. 


"He didn't even recognize me" 


After a long pause, the rain tacking on the boarded up windows outside, and slowly dripping from him indoors, 


Lou looked to Moe, face wet. "That's not gonna happen to me is it?" 


The Tortoise Droning Selected Pitches from The Holy 
Numbers for The Two Black Tigers, The Green Tiger and 
The Hermit 


Author's Notes: 
oh no this chapter's not very funny either now is it. started with the opening shot and the parallels worked 


themselves. 
feat. 


*the hermit- john cale 
billy- name. factory foreman, friend of present company 
la monte- the theatre of eternal music 


tortoise- a small terrestrial reptile possessing a bony shell 


The camera eye trailed the procession of the tortoise adiago-andante long claws scuffing up the silver shocked 
concrete floors like staves in lb. Lurching chelonian movements backpacking not home but baggage strapped at 
the spine to guard but burden onesself to this relentless stagger. John reached out to touch it and 
immediately the animal retracted its limbs into itself, beady eyes regarding him with suspicion, tightening its 
screws further when a hand wrapped around its shell. "Why'd you have to do that?" Billy looked up from his 


camera. 


"Don't want it going underneath any furniture getting stuck, La Monte's still mad with me as it is," John 
grumbled turning it around and setting it back on the floor where it stayed pinched like that a long while like a 
piece of furniture itself. A tiny geometric tiled ottoman forgotten in the midst of things, people moving about 
unaware of it or the two men laying on the dirty floor in front of it, the only thing keeping them from kicking 
or tripping over some forgotten possession. Young himself was arguing with Andy and really wasn't so much 
mad with John as he didn't care; he'd forgotten him and Billy and any number of those faces who'd come and 
gone from his temple no matter how devoted, they were no longer in his life, so it didn't matter. He'd dropped 
from that scene headfirst into a new and tempestuous relationship when Lou had come into his life and all 
other things seemed trivial in the way that young lovers were. That being said he did nothing to improve or 


dissuade this metaphor sulking about all day while his ex was over. 


John sat upright, the floor beginning to hurt his ribs while Billy patiently held the camera in front of him level 
with the tortoise waiting for it to unspool itself again. He wrapped his arms around his knees, imagining himself 
in his black turtleneck much like the turtle before him. Quiet, guarded, though liable to bite if anyone got too 


close. Lou had made quick business of exposing all his vulnerabilites, delighting in somehow having found 


someone even more insecure, tearing into them before they could him and using others wounds for armor and 
bullets. Still some he held onto tight as bone, the potential precious understanding they may offer not worth as 
much having that helplessness and fear exploited for game. It was game when it was someone else's suffering. 


When you played by his rules and he got to win. Telling Lou would have been loading the gun for him. 


So he told nobody. Not even Billy who'd only ever been helpful and kind, who asked nothing of him, content to 
sit together in silence, watching a turtle that refused to come out its shell. And no one would tell him. 


Everyone alone in the company of themself. 


Billy turned his camera on John, studying instead the sharp melancholy of his features in planes of black and 


white. "| don't have any film." 


He pulled him to his feet, leaving the tortoise to its secrets. They opened the cabinet sorting through 


canisters. It unfolded its limbs and marched away unchanged. 


Closet 


Author's Notes: 
ok slightly adult, but nothing as far that | made up, just collaged together. 


An abbreviated cast: 

Henry Geldzahler (a patron of the arts) 
Mole People (operatic speedfreaks) 
Ondine (a diva/a nuisance) 

The Duchess (polk) 

The Mayor (rotten) 

Lou (*read) 


Billy (*see previous) 


"Help l'm being invaded- by mole people!!!" 
"What are you going on about Henry?" 


"| just got in, it's a mad house over here, where's Linich!? He was supposed to come over and look after the 
place- | see his his entourage but no Billy?" Henry cowered over the phone, straining to keep his voice down 
lest anyone hear over the sound of Maria Callas wailing full blast on the hi-fi and possibly uncover his plans of 
throwing them out. Normally things weren't this bad so he magnanimously dialed up Andy's residence before 
calling the local Wl but without Billy around to worry about disappointing, the A-men and women were on their 
worst behavior. There was another smash in the distance. Pray it was something replaceable like a window or 
invaluable, like somebody's teeth. 


Ondine resplendent in a French maid's outfit and drapery (freshly cut loose from work) lept from his bedroom 
loft evocative of Puccini's Tosca into the ensemble below. Meanwhile the Duchess or the Mayor or whoever 
wrapped in delusions of grandeur, was helping herself to the bedside drawer. Nobody ate just chewed the 
scenery but god help any fool who didn't keep their perscriptions nailed down or locked away in a safebox 
nevermind the Stellas on the wall, anything he might have sweated about them liberating was just window 
dressing. The moveable feast buzzed with the intensity of a swarm of locusts, voices carrying one another to 


a crowded closet in a indisposed hallway. 
‘lm almost there, one more minute," Billy panted pulling on Lou's shirt trying to keep him from leaving. How 
was it you couldn't take a five minute break without everything going to hell. Not even fifteen minutes, not 


even seven minutes ‘in heaven. 


Lou was such a selfish lover. "No way man l'm getting out of here before | get busted. " Even if they'd just 


been fooling around and having a bit of fun. | mean what's a blowjob between friends? Lou shook him off 
zipping his tight black chinos. 


"You've already been busted- sit on my face at least!" he nagged him with a look like a dejected dog. 

"HI kill myself Hl do it right now!" There was a slap and a loud gasp from the other room muffled by the canopy 
of coats. A crash. More histronics. An arguement. Another scream. And more shouting. Like a movie someone 
left on, things that happened to other people. 


Lou rolled his eyes and ruffled his hair, giving the family pet a hearty pat. "We'll just say | owe you." 


"IIl be taking that in writing Lulu," Billy wiped a hand along a sleeve and punched back in. 


Le Petit Chevalier 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote the vast majority of this during a very long and very boring orientation down in my nasty little 
notebook- just like old times! 


Content warning for uh, reckless child endangerment? ‘Canon-typical' reckless child endangerment. 


slightly adult rated, | guess 


"Who l'enfant terrible is this?" Ondine bleated narrowly dodging a tow-headed toddler tearing through 


everyone's legs. 


"Oh. Ari... Viens ici pour maman mon chou.." Nico's deep, distant voice called after him, watching listlessly as 
she did nothing to stop her child from dumping the contents of a drawer all over the floor with a deafening 


clatter. 
"So clumsy, just like me.” 


This was her attempt at being a mother, bringing back her young son/fashion accessory from weary but 
more qualified relatives in France who'd no doubt be seeing him soon again when the novelty wore off. Welcome 


had already long worn thin at The Factory. 


An endeavor to somehow connect with or better herself, expecting that if she simply willed it, she would 
somehow become a proper mother overnight. It wasn't. It was kind of sickening watching it, the nauseating 
sweetness which mirrored her own perverse overly permissive relationship with her mother, like acting in a 
role, rather than living it cinema verite. Mothering as it turned out was exhausting and unrewarding and 
messy: endless work for an ungrateful brat. Oh he was so much like her, and his father, even if he denied 


it/him/them. Everyone else had accepted it, but he had his own roles to play. 


She seemed to snap out of her despondent trance when her fairweather bandmates showed up and Nico 


rushed over all smiles, "Oh Maureen, John, it is so good to see youuu." 
They looked at each other somewhat confused and hesitant. "Hello Nico. What do you want." 


She laughed brayishly, "Oh Johnny. You are so funny," her wide smile tightened cracking her lips, "| haaave a 
date tonight." 


"And?" Mo prompted. 

"And, | would love if you watch Ari for me. Oh it would mean a lot." 

"I bet it would," Mo looked for her exit leaving John to ride out this rat rodeo by himself. 

"Well-" He'd babysat for the MacLises before and no one died, and he and Nico had themselves briefly 
(extremely) cohabitated and had a bit of a romantic (not very) affair, so maybe he felt a bit of sympathy, for 
her date. "Al-rrright:" 

‘Ohgreatbyell!" 


"Wait!" he waved to the back of her blonde head, already gone. 


Ari must have noticed she left soon after, as he approached John looking up at him with big blue eyes and 


insisted in a tiny voice, "Avez-vous du chocolat enculé?" 
He reddened, knowing only enough French to get in trouble. He was already in trouble. "Ehh, non?" 
The toddler balled his tiny filthy fists, rammed the toe of his cowboy boots as hard as he possibly could into 


his shin and began screaming bloody murder. "PUTAIN! Donne moi mon chocolat! Donne moi mon chocolat! Donne 


moi mon chocolat MAMAAAAAAAAAAAA" 


"Give the little guy a coupla downers, that'll tucker him out," Brigid advised from the couch, ashing a cigarette. 


"Or a sip of whiskey- what'd your parents give you? Nanny, governess, whatever." 

John struggled pulling the child away from the flammables cabinet, bottles of degreaser and bleach falling as 
he flailed. "I don't know-" he grunted as his ribs bruised, "There was that opium cough syrup-" 

"Smack, you got it pal" She gave him a thumbs up, "You rub the gums, | see her do it all the time." 

‘lm not going to-" he dropped Ari again having bitten his fingers, "AGHH brych pwdr!" 


"You're gonna have to teach me that one," Sterling smirked walking in just in time for the little bugger to run 


out. "Beautiful language." 
"Shove it up your arse, help me catch this failed abortion before it runs into traffic and succeeds." 
"Don't think they go there but you're the midwife." 


John replied with a gesture that needed no translation and followed after. 


"So Lewis-" 

"Leonard." 

"Jackson? Jim.. James?" 

"Still Leonard" 

"Um... Tell me about myself. Yourself 
"m a poet-" 


"Oh a poettt,” she gushed. "You should write something for me <3. You know Bob wrote me a song once, Bawb 


Deelan, you've heard of him. Would you like me to sing it for you?" 


After rescuing the kid from become pot hole filler, apologizing for the footprints across Gerard's print, and the 
ink on the sofa, and Ingrid's magazine pages on the floor, and the discharge paste everywhere else which took 
several minutes of frantic scrubbing to get off of Ari no mention of the mess left for poor Billy to deal with.. 
after he broke into the dark room and ruined all his prints... John collapsed onto the couch looking ragged. "| 


don't think | ever want children" 
Sterling merely looked cooly at him unimpressed by his threat, "You say that now." 


John tossed a cushion at him, thick impasto smears of white on it and his body, and stood, dismissing himself 
for the bathroom to try and wash this crap off before it hardened or burned through his skin or something. 
In his absence, Lou finally decided to slip in like an unwarranted footnote at the end of a chapter, noting the 
signs of a struggle amused. Ari had been temporarily placated by a large bar of chocolate liberated from 
Andy's personal stash they'd been informed of given the case of emergency. His round rosy face was 


absolutely covered in it, but his clothing damp from where it had been washed him still in it. 
"Did | miss something?" 


"Not really," Sterling lit up a cigarette. Lou took one from the pack and offered it to Ari, pulling out his lighter 
and flicking it open and closed repeatedly, the flame dancing. 


"Don't give me that look he's French it's practically in his blood” 
Having found a new sacrificial schmuck, Sterling snuck off, leaving the two to get to know each other. After 


several minutes growing antsier with the idea of having to look after somebody else's rugrat, Lou offered to 


go check on John, that he'd been in there too long and the stupid bastard probably fell in. He looked like it, no 


doubt hunched over the sink wringing his black sweater out and cursing when the water still ran cloudy. 


"Jesus- Lou. Knock. Have some common courtesy," he tossed his head. 
"You're not taking a shit or fucking," he exhaled smoke crowding him. 


"Oh would you rather |?" he wrinkled his nose at the cloud but continued scrubbing like a henpecked housewife, 


Lou pinning him in place. 
His hands snaked along his sides, leaning seductively into his ear, "Oh baby | thought you'd never ask." 


At this John snapped, elbowing him sharply in the gut and turning on him, shoving Lou roughly into the corner 
of the sink with a hiss. The two wrestled, water getting all over the tiles and fighting to keep their footing. Lou 
made a grab to try and get John in a headlock when he reached around him for the door and rammed it into 


him, breaking Lou's grip then balance long enough to wriggle away. "Fucking cock-tease." 


John slammed the door behind him, sliding a broom handle into place. Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck! Where was the kid!? 
Lou's sleazy come-on was forgotten almost immediately with all the others as cold panic set in. Oh wait no 


he's right over there, finally tuckered himself out he did. 


Nico returned late, the neon sinking below the horizon, and cooed at the boys curled up asleep on the couch, 
exhausted, soaking wet. She poked John until she was sure he was awake, one eye slitting open. "Aww, see. An 
angel, what did | tell you. Can you do this again for me tomorrow night, if its not any trouble? | don't thiiink 
this Jimmy person is a keeper but he says he loves children, isn't that nice?" 


Flowers 


Author's Notes: 
all filler no killer 


"Beth Israel Hospital, yes, yes, I'll put him on the line. Mr. Reed it's for you." 


Lou looked the picture of death, all fauvist-coloured like some Munch painting swaddled up in bed. Skin an 
encaustic yellow poured over a scowling skull, red-eyed inlays rolling laboured towards the phone in greasy 


black pits. "Yeah what is iP" 
Sterling huddled up in a phonebooth fighting the Chicago street windtunnel, "Hey Lou how ya feeling buddy." 


Smug bastard, he could hear the smirk in his voice. Called him up to gloat huh. "Peachy fuckin’ keen, what do 


you think?" he croaked, "Not... missing me too much are you?" 


‘Oh no its been goin really great. They're asking us to stay and play another week isn't that great? With 
Angus back on the drums Moe's taken over on bass and Cale's lead, with his back to the audience it's like no 
one even notices you're gone! Ang sort of shows up and plays when he wants which is a pain in the ass but 


the vibe's been really good. I'm thinking we could even take this on the road-" 


There was a flash of rage through Lou, incensed at the idea of being so easily replaced. The delight they 
seemed to take at him being gone gnawed open-mouthed at his fevered insecurities. He took a sharp breath 
ready to tear Sterling a new one but his shout collapsed into a fit of coughing. "Hey hey hey take it easy, we'll 


be back in New York soon enough, bring you some flowers." 
"You can, take your flowers, and shove em up your ass." Lou growled weakly. 


"Vicious aren't we today, I'll tell the band you said hi. They'll be glad to hear you're already feeling like your old 
self." 


Restaurant 


Author's Notes: 
this one sat in my drafts for a while, having several lines but not so much a story, you know how it is. 


John introduces his significant Other to the parents. With aplomb.. 


John pulled his coat tighter around himself, watching the plume of breath sneak from his shivering lips. The 
others shifted awkwardly, silently smoking for now, having been largely cowed by his earlier outburst. While 
normally easygoing, almost likeable, even, everyone at the Factory was well aware of his vicious side, like a 


lapdog reminding you it was very much still a wolf. 


He'd snapped at them about being on their best behaviour for his parents’ visit, especially Lou. But part of him 
didn't want him to. Let them see just how evil he could be. 


Finally they saw a lost looking grey-haired couple tottering about the baggage claim and sniggered when John 
made a bolt for his mother in a way that'd definitely be brought up again. With other people who'd find it even 
funnier. "John?" she spoke feebly squinting against the harsh winter light past the awaiting taxis and the 
encroaching city with its animal heat and smell. Her expression changed to sort of an awed horror and cried, 


‘Oh John! Mae mor fudr ymd" He had to laugh, he'd thought the same thing, still did. 


While they insisted their first stop be the nearest church so they could get to work on trying to save their 
poor wayward son's soul, John had made promises in letter and one very very expensive long distance phone 
call that when they came to visit he'd treat them to dinner. And had made similar promises to his present 
bandmates. Though his ex-meal ticket Edie was no longer in the picture, that meant that Andy was actually 
treating them to dinner. If they really expected him to pay for all of them then John would more accurately 
be tricking them to a tasty and nutritious dinner of oatmeal? Perhaps some form of primordial soup. They'd 
go hungry waiting for him to start sending checks in the mail. And probably freeze before seeing his 


apartment. 


Drawing straws behind his back, Moe and Sterl informed them they'd be taking the train to Max's rather than 
attempt to cram all six in a cab or god-forbid take two. Let big money grip do the splurging. Lou was all too 
happy to join them wedging him in the middle. "You must be Lou, | have heard so much of you," Mrs. Cale 
smiled at him, "John all the time is telling us about you!" 


"Only good things I'm sure," he gave back his greasiest grin, playing up whatever his ‘best behaviour’ entailed, a 
debauched cherub smiling rosy-cheeked and ringlets. 


John smiled venomously back, "Of course." 


"Oh hehe well there was one instance about a girl though, what was her name-" 

"Mama!" 

"Actually two, or three instances | suppose." 

"Ydych chi'n ceisio fy arteithio, dywedais wrthych sut un yw e?" John fumed like a petulant child. 
"Mae ef a chi yn agos iawn" 

"Rydych chi'n codi cywilydd arnaf!" 


Lou and Mr. Cale sat back silently, having been decidedly shut out of this conversation. The windows had a film 
of condensation to them, the heater whirring and clicking to combat a cold that you carried with you like an 
overcoat, and harboured in your bones. After a long pause he spoke, more out of his own discomfort than 


friendliness or personal interest. "So.. Lou.. You ah like being a musician?" 
"I'd kill myself if | wasn't, sure." 
This concluded the small talk. 


In the paranoia-inducing hellfire glow of the backrooms, Taylor Mead held council underneath the neon light, 
looking all the world like the Devil himself. Moe felt herself grow increasingly ill-at-ease in present company, 
she didn't tend to hang with the Factory crowd like some of the others did, had a job and other more 
important things to worry about that they evidently didn’t. A whole life outside of the lurid pulpy fantasy of 
the band's art monster trappings, far removed from its fangs. She stared into her glass, worrying that one of 
Drella's children of the night might have slipped something into it that was making her feel nervous and 
sweaty despite the winter weather. 


Yes she was in hell for sure surrounded by all these sinners, a jury of demons cackling and cavorting. Now in 
this vision Cale took the stand in his Mephistopheles pretensions, striking his fiddle, summoning forth flames 
that licked up his sides as Lou joined in, giddily playing an incubus perverting the scene further. A demonic 
choir of hookers and pushers joined in the shrieking cacophony. He swung an arm around her shoulder and lit a 
cigarette on the fire and popped it in her mouth, giving Moe a pat on the back as if to say ‘you're one of us’. 
Oh my god had she.. fallen in with the wrong crowd? She could worry about it in mass on Sunday, but would 
probably forget. This was hardly a prophetic illumination. 


Sterling had his feet up on the table and was reading when the rest of the party arrived, to which the bar 
unexpectedly hushed and Billy kicked his legs off and hid the pills and powders. This time they all got up to 
greet them, shaking hands and doing all to flatter. "I'm so glad to meet all of John's friends, you've all been so 
kind," Mrs. Cale joined in delighted. Lou locked eyes with John carrying a smug deviousness he knew too well. 
"Can | get you anything? They do a steak dinner here, oh It'd be my pleasure. My parents? Well I'm not as 


fortunate to know such /oving people as our Johmy. | can show you some of my poetry later, | know Johnny 
doesn't but he's not much of a writer. | sure hope all the college learning was worth it, kids can be so 
ungrateful sometimes- Baby pictures? Please." Everyone crowded the table in rapt attention as John quietly 
died underneath the table. 


Eventually a sympathetic head popped down to join him, having not yet completely betrayed his friend. "Boy you 


were ugly as a kid! But you're a whole lot uglier now!" 

| thought you all had opted for killing me with kindness.’ 

"This is my best behaviour, baby this is as good as | get. I'll be killing you with murder, when the time comes. 
But not tonight. As that would be ‘rude’. Or so I'm told. I'll make sure its not too hard on your mom, she won't 
miss you too much." 


"Fe'ch gwelaf yn uffern Lou." 


"Yeah yeah | love you too." 


